" RECONNOITRE "                                /^

that these would be required of us in a few moments j ^
and brought us back to activity.                               ', ,

The examination of passengers' passports was i /
not completed when we reached the first Russian
stopping-place, where we were ordered to leave
the train and file into a large wooden building,
where our luggage was carefully examined. The
walls of the shed were draped with numerous red
flags, portraits of the national idols, Lenin, Stalin,
Rykoff, and many others whom I did not at the time
recognise. Amidst a haze of cigarette smoke and
the din of human voices, our belongings were
searched with great thoroughness. The Red Guards
are undoubtedly past masters at the art of searching,
and it is really small wonder that the most astute
smugglers fail to pass their methodical examination.
They examined the newspapers we brought with
us with great care ; the fact that they perused
most of them upside down made their search of the
columns less impressive than it might have been.
Suddenly with a fierce shout a big bearded guard
seized a yellow-coloured volume from my son's
attache case. His exclamation was in Russian, and
an officer with clanking sword and aggressive mien
rushed across. For several minutes they conversed
excitedly as they examined the volume, on the
cover of which was depicted a lurid likeness of what
appeared to be a bewhiskered Bolshevic clutching a
hapless female in the death grip. Who knows what
the guard was thinking ? The picture was rather
like him, anyway. Then turning to a fellow traveller
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